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AG INCLUDING POSTAGE. “@@ 
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Puck is on Sale in LONDON, at The International News Com- 
pany, 11 Bouverie Street, Fleet Street; in GLASGOW, at G. F. 
Allan’s, 31 Renfield Street; in LIVERPOOL, at J. Metcalfe’s, 65 
Lime Street; in PARIS, at Terquem’s, 15 Boulevard Saint Mar- 
tin, and on file at the Herald Office, 49 Avenue de l’Opéra. In 
GERMANY, at F. A. Brockhaus’s, Leipzig, Berlin and Vienna. 
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The INDEX TO VOLUME XIV. is now ready, and can 
be had on application at this office, without charge, or 





will be mailed to any address on receipt of two-cent 


stamp. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





W bea the history of this turbulent 

century is written down, there will be 
a large chapter devoted to “The Bar’! in Amer- 
ican Politics.” Reputation for Rectitude, Fame 
in Statesmanship, Personal Popularity—these 
are all factors in our political system; they have 
their influence on the success of the individual 
candidate for public honors, But how wonder- 
fully “‘The Bar’l”’ outweighs them all! Be an 
honest man; serve your country; do your duty 
in that station in which it has pleased God to 
place you; learn the lesson of ‘Time and grow 


wise and far-seeing—what shall it avail you if | 


the man who seeks the office you humbly desire 
to fill be the man with the “ bar’1”? ? 
* 
Co * 

It is not the least of the ominous “signs of 
the times,”’ that this word “ bar’1”’ should have 
become a piece of common and commonplace 
slang. It means a barrel—a barrel of money 
—a barrel of money to be used, in various dark 
and dishonest ways, to procure the election to 
office of him who owns it. When, therefore, 
we say that such and such a candidate has a 
“bar’l,”’ we mean that he has, or that his 
allies have, enough money to bribe voters. And 
yet this word conveys no meaning to us, except 
as a piece of levity. So, to put it simply, brib- 
ing voters, polluting the suffrage, committing a 
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DEMOCRATIC DAMPHOOLERY. 








crime against law and the abstract principle of 
honesty, is a joke to us. There will come a 
time of reckoning for the American people, 
when they will have to answer for the abnormal 
sense of humor that is responsible for moral 
phenomera of this sort. 

, * ° * 

Reflections and comments aside, however, 
we have to face the fact that the “bar’1” is a 
very strong element in the present political 
problem; and that the Democratic party, be- 
ing in its usual dazed and doubtful condition, 
is very likely to select a candidate for the next | 
campaign on what might be called a strictly 
“bar’l”? basis. And the great “ bar’1”? candi- 
date of the Democratic party is our old friend, , 
Samuel J. Tilden. He may—or he may not— 
open his “ bar’1” for another attempt to gain | 
the office out of which he was cheated seven | 
years ago. But if he does, Lord! what a yell | 
of jubilant, high-principled enthusiasm we shall | 
hear for the “ Old Ticket”?! 


* 





* * 


One of the most remarkable developments of 
the present sweeping municipal legislation is 
the disposition shown by a certain class of | 
people to nominate Mr. John Kelly for Mayor 
of New York City. There is much talk about 
it, but the great boss of ‘Tammany, with be- | 
coming modesty, says little. He may be heard 
That he will be heard anon, we may | 
depend on it. Mr. Kelly has put on his con- 
sidering cap, and is at present hard at work | 
solving a difficult problem—how he can govern 
the city without the aid of Aldermen, now that | 
Aldermen have no power for good or evil. 
Stay, we were wrong about the good—evil is the 
Board’s specialty. 


* 
* * 


With the old state of things, governing the 
city was comparatively an easy and a profitable 
matter. All that Mr. Kelly had to do was to 
secure the election of certain of his friends as 
Aldermen. Everything else was easy. It would 
be gently intimated to a Mayor that it was de- 
sirable that a certain gentleman should be nom- 
inated for some good fat office. ‘The Mayor 
might have no affection for the individual in 
question, and might think that the interests 
of the city would not be well served by the ap- 
pointment, Then the Mayor would nominate 
a man of his own choice, who would promptly 
be rejected by Mr. John Kelly’s Aldermen. , 


Ultimately the Mayor, seeing that Mr. Kelly 
was too strong a man to fight against, would 
send in the name desired, and the appointment 
would follow. 
2 " * 

The situation will now be very much changed. 
It is obvious that to do well by his friends Mr. 
Kelly must have either his own private Mayor, 
or fill the important office himself; and this is 
where the great difficulty comesin, Under or- 
dinary circumstances it is easier to sway one 
mind than two or three dozen; but New York 
Mayors and Aldermen are generally different 
species of animals. Experience has shown that 
it is much easier to purchase Aldermen than 
Mayors, and now to secure any of the former 


| commodity would be like laying in dead stock, 


We heartily sympathize with Mr, Kelly and 
other politicians in the same line of business in 
their unfortunate dilemma, and we don’t see 
our way to help them out of it. Suppose they 
try as an experiment non-interference with city 
politics ? 
* 
%* # 

In the dearth of interesting topics for dis- 
cussion the familiar question of adulteration is 
assuming great importance. Oilymargarine, 
butterine and lard have been talked about a 
great deal in the Albany Legislature, and even 
in Congress reference has been made to them 
and other articles that are not considered most 
desirable for human food. It is strange that it 
should be a profitable business to imitate Nature’s 
processes, and spoil, in doing so, that which in 
other forms might be pleasant and wholesome 
food. It was Fuseli, the painter, who remarked 
that Nature put him out. He was noted for 
drawing figures of fine stalwart men with huge 
muscles and sinews about the form that were 
strangers to the anatomist. 

# 
# # 

They were very beautiful to look at, but they 
were not strictly truthful. It is very much the 
same with the manufacturers of oilymargarine 
and other objectionable compounds. Nature 
puts them out. They can make their horrid 
stuff appear and even taste like the natural ar- 
ticle; but it is very far removed from it, not- 
withstanding. In many respects primitive man, 
who lived on raw roots of the earth or fruit, was 
much better off than his modern brother, who 
runs the risk of being poisoned or sickened at 
every mouthful of food he takes. 
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THE WEATHER BUREAU INVESTIGATED. 


The Congressional Committee appointed to 
investigate the Weather Bureau commenced its 
sittings yesterday in this city. ‘lhe room was 
crowded, as some very important revelations 
were expected. 

The irregularities of the Bureau, especially 
during the past few months, have been so no- 
torious, that it was high time that Congress took 
action in the matter, and there can be little 
doubt that the investigation will have a most 
wholesome effect on the department. It is 
patent that the Bureau has been in the hands 
of a corrupt ring, who have done just as they 
pleased with the material at their disposal, with- 
out any regard to the rights of the public. 

The oddest evidence was given by Patrick 
Mulcahy, the janitor of the Washington office 
of the Bureau. He testified that he had been 
over twenty-five years in the service, and that 
much confidence was reposed in him, Just as 
his examination was finished, the Attorney- 
General had him arrested for malfeasance in 
office and wrongful appropriation of public 
weather that was intended for various parts of 
the country. 

THE CHAIRMAN.—Do you mean to say that 
you were consulted as to the disposition of the 
public weather by the officers of the Bureau ? 

Mutcany.—Shure an’ I was, Yer Honor. 

THE CHAIRMAN.—What, then, were your du- 
ties as janitor? 

Mutcauy.—Divil a wan! 

CONGRESSMAN SMITH.—What did you do all 
day? 

Mutcauy.—Och, musha, must I tell? I don’t 
want to be afther doin’ it at all, at all. 

THE CHAIRMAN.—Out with it, sir! 

Mutcany.—Well, Mr. McAquarius, who had 
charge of the rain, he come to me and he sez, 
sez he: ‘Patrick, the South and the West is 
afther askin’ for sunshine. Don’t give it ’em. 
Just send all the rain intended for other Shtates 
and half dhrown the spalpeens, The Repub- 
lican party must be kept in power, and there’s 
too much Dimocratic talk. [ll tache ’em to 
talk agin Republicans,’ ° 

THE CHAIRMAN.—Well, how much rain did 
you send ? 

Mutcany.—Shure an’ I sent off that very 
night enough rain to flood the whole counthry. 

THE CHAIRMAN.—Where did you forward 
it to? 

Mutcany.—I just filled up the Mississippi 
and the Ohio, and give the fellows just a taste 
of a flood. 

CONGRESSMAN SMITH.—What did you get 
for the job? 

Mutcany.—Arrah! shure I can’t be afther 
telling that. 

CONGRESSMAN SMITH.—Was it twenty thou- 
sand dollars ? 

Mutcauy.—I won’t say. 

The members of the Committee here whis- 
pered among themselves. 

‘THE CHAIRMAN.—Now, Mr. Mulcahy, tell us 
what you know about tornados and hurricanes. 

Mutcany.--Divil a bit I know about them. 

THE CHAIRMAN.—Suppose you refresh your 
memory a little? 

Mutcany.—Shure an’ how can I refrish it 
without a wee dhrop of whiskey ? 

A bottle of whiskey was handed to the wit- 
ness, who took a good pull at it. 

THE CHAIRMAN. — Well, how about these 
hurricanes ? 

Mutcany.—Mr. Boreas, of the wind depart- 
ment, got mad with somebody, and he said 
he’d make it worth my while if I’d just be afther 
mixing up all the winds my own way. I used 


to sweep the hurricanes and tornados into the | 
waste-paper basket, and then fire them out of | 


the window. They generally went South or 
Out to say, doing a divil of a lot of damage. 





CONGRESSMAN SMITH.—Have you no qualms 
of conscience for the injury you may have in- 
flicted on your innocent fellow-creatures by 
such crimes? 

Mu tcany.—Divil a qualm, Yer Honor. 

THE CHAIRMAN.—You may retire. 

The witness was at once taken to jail by two 
detectives. 

Mr. Nimbus, head of the branch of the gen- 
eral rain department, was next examined. When 
asked why, during the past three months, he 
had interfered with the sun’s shining, and had 
not allowed that luminary its legal right of way 
in accordance with the Constitution, he admit- 
ted that he had perhaps exceeded his duty, but 
was not aware that he was acting in an uncon- 
stitutional manner. He said that the sun itself 
had never found fault with his administration, 
and that he thought, therefore, it was all right. 
In answer to the question as to whether he had 
ever received moneys from outside parties for 
services rendered in the Weather Bureau, he said 
that he had, but he saw nothing wrong in that. 

The Committee then adjourned until to-mor- 
row. 








A SPRING WAIL. 





O white-armed, red-lipped daughter of dreams! 

Filled with a joy that is past all knowing, 
Sprung from the winter with bloom that seems 

New built with the cold embrace of the snowing; 
Look into mine with thy brown warm eyes, 

And speak with the voice of a seer who knows; 
Tell me, oh, tell me, divinely wise! 

Whither, ah, whither shall come my spring clothes? 

W. J. HENDERSON. 








THE TWO most frequent and prominent people, 
so to speak, in our American civilization are 
the man who wants to fight Sullivan when Sul- 
livan is in San Francisco, and the man who is 
an available candidate for the Presidency when 
the nomination is about three months away. 











Puckerings. 





FirM FRIENDS—Business Partners. 


JoNnEs says his landlady speaks of a beggar 
who was arrested for vagary. 





LEPEL AND HANNAH spell the same back- 
ward and forward. ‘That’s what’s the matter 
with Sir Lepel. 


IT Is easier to put a pair of. cuff-buttons into 
a new pair of four-ply cuffs with your finger- 
nails cut down below the quick than to tell 
when spring has rea//y set in to stay. 


THE REMOVAL of Zhe Continent from Phila- 
delphia to New York City has done it good, 
inasmuch as it has just discovered that Robert 
Todd Lincoln would not make a bad President. 


“WELL,” SAID a local Solomon, in reply to 
a question regarding the status of a certain 
politician: “he is a thief, a jail-bird, a wife- 
beater and the keeper of a bar-room, Other- 
wise he is as good a man as I| care to meet.” 





You WANt to know what to do when you sit 
on paint, do you? All right, we will cheerfully 
tell you; not that we have had much experience 
in sitting on paint, but because we know the 
proper thing to do; and that is to go right off 
and have the garment that comes in contact 
with the paint dyed the same color, 


THE ENGAGEMENT-RiING—The ring which is 
twenty-four feet square. Do you see the point? 
You don’t? Well, that doesn’t prove there is no 
point to it. Did you ever sit on a pin? Yes? 
And did you see the point of the pin? No? 
But you are pretty sure there was a point to it, 
are you not? You are, eh? Well, we thought 
asmuch. Now isn’t the point of the joke clear? 
Thanks; come out and have a small bottle of 
mucilage. 








INCURABLE. 





SPIRITUALISM’S APRIL FOOL. 
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WHAT GOETH ON AT PRESENT, 





And at this season ariseth the gamesome 





young man, and saith unto himself: “Lo, now, 
is not the first day of the month called April 
set apart in the calendar for a day of fools, and 
shall I not gird up my loins and be a fool among 
the other fools? For, lo and behold, there is a 
great power of foolishness in me, if so be I but 
nourish it and tenderly entreat it, that it come 
forth and blossom,” 

And he casteth about how to make a fool of 
himself. And he observeth the manners and 
customs of the small boy, even of the small 
boy of the streets. And he observeth the small 
boy which concealeth the brick under the hat, 
and the small boy which affixeth the label to 
the coat-tails of the passer-by, and the small 
boy which worketh the pocket-book racket. 

But none of these schemes findeth favor in 
his sight. For are they not all ancient from . 
wayback? And, behold, it is in his mind to do 
something whereat men shall hold up their 
hands, saying: “ Lo, now, this is original!’ 

And after much casting about in his mind, | 
wherein there is ample room for the same, he | 
findeth in the end a de- 
vice that satisfieth his soul, 


For my beloved is wholly beautiful; there is 
none other like her. For is she not a woman 
with a sense of humor? 

Her bangs are as ink, and her Montagues are 
as curls of ink. 

Her teeth are as celluloid, and her feet are as 
the feet of the wild wahoozleum of the desert. 

Her dimples are pits for love; and her mouth 
is as the mouth of a shaft in Leadville. 

Her ears are as the shells of the seashore, 
and the top of her head is level. 

Behold, my love is wholly beautiful; the fa- 
ther of her whom I adore is a banker. 

Go thou therefore unto her, and bear unto 
her these flowers, with my compliments.” 

And the boy goeth forth, and he goeth unto 
the house of the beloved of the young man, 
and he giveth unto her the flowers. 

And she is much rejoiced, and she saith: 
“Lo now, this is so nice of dear Charles.”’ 

And she smelleth of the flowers. 


* 
* * 


And the young man sitteth alone in his own 
room, and he communeth with himself, and he 
is rejoiced, and he chuckleth exceedingly. 


* 
* * 


And by-and-by cometh the brother of his 
beloved, even the big brother, even the large 
brother, even the brother with the biceps that 
is like unto the biceps of one of the tribe of 
sluggerites. 

And he bringeth his biceps with him; and 
likewise he bringeth a club, and the half of a 
brick and a slungshot and a bowie-knife and a 
revolver and other d77 -a-brac, 


% 
* 


And lo and behold, yea verily I say unto you: 
what is left of that young man looketh like the 
place of departed spirits; but he knoweth more 
than he did aforetime. Selah. 





THE STYLISH SMAD. 





*« No, sir, by Neptune! I’m the swell of the sea- 
son, and I like to look attractive; but I won’t have 
any shine. Want folks to take me for a blackfish, 
eh?” 








FREE LUNCH. 





THE ERA of safety-matches having fairly set 
in, the supremacy of Hunter’s Point as an odor- 
foundry is threatened. 





A POET SINGS in Zhe Continent: 
«¢ What sound, O soul, upon the midnight came to me?” 
We do not know, but, somehow, fancy that 
It may have been tlie cat. 





THE GOOD WILL of a business may be a very 


. fine thing to the man who buys the business and 


has the G. W. thrown in; 
but when we are asked 





And he is greatly rejoiced 
thereat, and he commun- 
eth with himself and saith: 
“Behold, I have found 
it.”” And he maketh merry, 
and is glad, and he hath 
no thought of the tribula- 
tion that is to come, And 
he girdeth up his loins and 
he putteth on his dicer, 
even his dicer of silk, and 
he getteth into his New- 
market dolman, and he 
goeth forth unto the shop 
of one who selleth flow- 
ers. And he purchaseth 
ten Jacqueminot roses for 
thé sum of ten trade shek- 
els. And he beareth them 
unto his home. And on 
his way he privily purchas- 
eth a pound of the pepper 
that is red within the cas- 
tor, even of the pepper of 
Cayenne. And therewith 
he dusteth the roses, and 
he filleth the roses full 
thereof, with an exceed- 
ing fullness. And he hir- 
eth unto himself a small 
boy of the tribe of the 
Districttelegrafmessenger- 
ites, and he dispatcheth 
the small boy with the 
roses, saying unto him: 

“‘Go thou unto the home 
of her whom I love, even 
unto the home of my a- 
dored one, which is in 
Seventy-ninth Street, even 
unto the home of Miss- 
Emeline Smith. 





ALL AT SEA, 





THE LIFE-PRESERVER FLUNG TO THE POLITICAL SUICIDE. 


our opinion on good will, 
we unhesitatingly say that 
the good will which we 
prefer before all others is 
the good will of the de- 
_ ceased. 





WE HAVE just read an 

| advertisement which in- 

| forms us that a certain art- 

| ist enlarges photographs 
satisfactorily for a few 
dollars. If you want to 
have your face enlarged 
for nothing, and take the 
chances of making some- 
thing out of it, it might 

- be a better scheme to un- 
dertake to stand up for 
four rounds with some 
pugilistic star. 


SPRING 
Comes along on merry 
wing, 
Sweet 
Roses are sold upon the 
street; 
| Ain’t 
It about time to scent 
the paint, 
And hear the gamin 
toot us, 
In lively voice. 
About the choice 
Arbutus, 
Which 
He sells to swells 
And rich 
Fellows to give their fav- 
orite damosels ? 
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A FEW OPINIONS BY THOSE WHO OUGHT 














His TAILOR. 
«‘ President Arthur is sure to be elected; he wears the 
nobbiest clothes, and the most of ’em, of any customer 
I’ve got!” 


His BARBER. 
“T tell you, sir, a man with such beautiful side- 
whiskers can’t help being elected!” 





NORTH POLE LIFE. 





Puck’s Greely Relief Expedition furnishes 
to the world the only authentic information to 
be had concerning life at the North Pole. 

The nights and days in that latitude last six 
months each. The sun rises in March and sets 
in September. Drafts drawn at three days’ 


sight give a man a ‘‘chance to turn around”? | 


before they become due. 

‘The Esquimau who does business on a small 
margin can draw his check, and then harvest 
two annual crops of sea-weed and blubber be- 
fore it “gets around” to his own bank. 

“Bum” checks are returned by the paying- 
teller on the first of August. 

The members of the Arctic Overshoe Club 
frequently “make a night of it,” and may be 
found perched on the Pole and singing: “We 
won’t go home till morning,” during the Fall 
and winter months. 

In November the sea-weed is gathered in be- 
neath the rays of the harvest moon. 

The boarding-house “ Missus”’ will not serve 
breakfast to sleepy boarders a moment later 
than May. Wash-bills are settled every leap- 
year, at which time the clean things are re- 
turned and the soiled ones carried away. At 
this period the happy Esquimaux dance the 
dance of the starched seal-skin cuff. 

The song “Meet me in August alone” is 
popular with all classes. So is “April’s ruddy 





| 


beams tinge the southern sky 
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ARTHUR'S CHANCES. 









His BUTLER. 
*¢ Yes, sah, de President is a fust-class jedge of liquor, 
and he’s solid foh a second term!”’ 





His PHOTOGRAPHER. 
*‘ He’s the best-looking man in the country, and the 
women are all solid for him!” 


ee 2 ee 
Up, comrades, 
climb the North Pole high.” 

The Icicle Social gave a German recently 
which began early in October and lasted into 
the wee sma’ months, Early in January the 
guests partook of a sumptuous collation of fried 
whale and Iceland moss. 











“IT wANT to give you a pointer,”’ said a man 
to a friend from the country the other day. 

“T don’t want a pointer,’ was the country- 
man’s reply. 

“It is n’t going to cost you a cent.” 

“You had better sell the pointer to some 
one,”’ suggested the yokel, with great emphasis. 

The man who was to give the pointer looked | 
at his corn-husking friend in astonishment, 
when the latter said: | 

“] mean just what I say. I don’t want your 
pointer for a gift. I had one last spring, and 
he tore up all the plants and raised ructions, 
and | ain’t got no room for dogs on my place!”’ 

And the professional financier commenced 
to thrust his head between the uncut pages of | 
his morning paper, that the bean-raiser might | 
not see the smile that was floating across his 
features. 


A PiLttow-SHAM—The wad about the size of 
a boxing-glove found at the head end of the 
average boarding-house bed. | 





TO KNOW. 





His SHOEMAKER. 
‘¢ Tf Arthur gits the nomination he’ll sweep the country, 
That man has got the prettiest little foot I ever meas- 
ured!” 


F.Opper 


His BooT-BLACK. 
«« Will he git the nomination ? Wil/ he? You just 


bet he will, cull! He’s der most pertickler man ’bout a 
shine dat ever put his foot on dis box!” 


A VERY DARK DAY. 


The other morning, when it was raining pretty 
hard, and everything was very dark and gloomy, 
a diner at a boarding-house table said to the 
waiter: 

‘Will you just open that shutter, Montague ?” 

The waiter opened the shutter. 

“ Will you now light the gas ?” 

“It has been turned off.” 

“ Have you an electric light connected with 
the place that you could fire up?” asked the 
boarder, 

‘* No, sir.” 

“Could you run across the street and borrow 
from Doctor Smith that magnifying machine 
that he looks into people with ?” 

“7 can’t leave the table.’ 

“Have you a single-barreled eye-glass ?” 

“No, sir.”’ 

** Opera-glasses ?” 

“ No.” 

“Telescope ?” 

“‘No,”’ replied the waiter. 

“ Well, you ought to have all these things, 
and lots of light, to enable boarders to see the 
food on the plates; or else you ought to give 
them enough to be detected with the nude 
eye.” 

And the waiter sneaked away; and the board- 
er went on eating his food, which he got hold 
of by feeling for it with his fingers, 
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UNCLE LISHA’S CLAMS. 





Uncle Lisha came to us from the Nutmeg 
State, and brought with him from that land of 
blue laws and blind detectives an inordinate 
love for the restaurant hermit—the clam. He 
was a widower, having lost his consort and 
clams about the same time. His love for the 
clam was only equaled by their scarcity in the 
wooden country of Northern New York, where 
they were as scarce as purely spiritual ministers. 

Corn-beef, corn-bread and fried pork might 
satisfy for a space; but there came periods when 
even the blandishments of boiled cabbage and 
tripe did not charm him from his first love (the 
clam), and his mind would wander away to 
those clammy days (pun disclaimed!) when, in 
bivalvular symposium, he gazed at the ocean 
and filled himself to the collar-button with the 
joy of his life. If he had borne it in silence, 
it would have been less irksome to his friends; 
but his broad nature could not have a joy ora 
grief that was not spread around among his 
nearest neighbors and most intimate enemies. 

As a consequence, during the period when 
his mind took its periodical skip to the “salt 
watter,” his immediate vicinity was about as 
pleasant as a picnic ground in a thunder-shower, 
The juvenile mind ever holds a corrective for 
every excess of joy and an antidote for grief, 
and is not slow to apply either. Hence it was 
not strange, when Zekiel Smith put the ques- 
tion: “Don’t yeou think it’s ’bout time old 
Lisha shet up on them clams?” the entire house 
rose in the affirmative. ‘The boys were not so 
very small, and one at least is left to tell the tale. 

A marshy place in the pasture, a peck of im- 
ported clam-shells, a half- bushel of rock -salt 
and a dark night were the accessories that were 
to cure Uncle Lisha of his despondency, and 
make him masticate “ biled dinners” without 
disparaging comments. The night came, and 
when it had gathered up the dusky folds of its 
garments, and had started around the globe, 
and the hired man was waking up to the stern 
realities of potato-hoeing, that marshy spot was 
salted and shelled to a degree that we hoped 
would *please the palate of the clam-loving 
Lisha. 

Then for a brief period the youthful mind 
went out in seeming love for our uncle, and one 
of the conspirators was with him like a shadow 
in his going out and coming in, Finally the 
opportunity came, when, like Esau, he came 
faint from his work at noon, and by guileless 
invitation he drank from the clear pool that 
had been prepared for him. ‘Then the scru- 
tiny with which we regarded him would have 
done credit to the Prince of Denmark watching 
his step-father uncle. 

As the first swallow of the saline fluid struck 
his palate, clam-starved and hungry as it was, 
he raised his head with the light of a wonder- 
ful discovery shining through his seven-by-nine 
countenance. As it glided down his throat, 
there unrolled before him in panoramic splen- 
dor the Sound, the puff of the steamer, the 
“bake,” and the steaming pit covered with the 
wet sea-weed. ‘Then he rose up with a found- 
at - last - not - going - to - give-it-away look on his 
countenance, and joyfully started for home. 

Then the chuckle of the small boy was heard 
in the land, and some one was heard to mur- 
mur: ‘He’s ketched.” Night brought little | 
sleep, and the watching eye detected Uncle 
Lisha, long before sun-up the next morning, 
stealing softly over the hill, equipped like a 
Shaksperian grave-digger. From the sheltering 
depths of a tree we watched him lay off his 
coat, and, with the light of devotion in his eyes, 
apply himself to his work. Knee-deep in the 
salt water and mud he-stood, while the rising 
morning sun blistered him as he worked. | 

Finally he struck the first clam-shell, and 
with a cry of joy he hugged it to his bosom | 
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CUTTING THE CONNECTION. 
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PRECAUTIONARY MEASURES OF PA AND MA DURING LENT. 








and sprang again to his work. ‘The air was 


_ filled with mud and water, but still he delved 


clam-ward. ‘The watching sinners knew from 
the pile of shells that the end was near, but he 
dug away, looking like Dan Mace on a wet 
track, 

There is a limit to youthful endurance, and 
as the sinners dropped from the tree and slid 
over the hill, like tramps toward a free lunch, 
Uncle Lisha caught sight of their retiring forms, 
Then it dawned on him that he had been 
hoaxed. Slowly and sadly he climbed out of 
the hole, and wiping the perspiration from his 
face, said: 

“They is cases whar swearin’ won’t kiver 
the subjeck; I wish I had my shot-gun.” 


Git Forpe, 








THE BAR-KEEPER. 





What an enviable position he has, as-he stands 
behind the bar in his shirt-sleeves, among all 
those pretty bottles with deceptive labels! 

Look how carefully his hair is oiled, and with 
what mathematical accuracy it is parted! 

How I wish I could come in and say: “ How 
do, Cholly?”? with that easy familiarity which 
indicates personal acquaintance. 

Yes, it must feel good to be on speaking 
terms with that noble creature, and be able to 
say: “ The ‘old thing,’ Cholly. How’s biz?” 

Just watch him mix that “mint julep” with 
the grace and skill of a dispensing chemist, and 
see how airily he throws that customer’s change 
right down on a wet spot of the counter; and 
watch the man fumble for it, and get red in the 
face, and finally say: “Gimme a cigar.” 

Will he drink behind the bar, did you say ? 
Oh, no; it’s a mistake. Just catch on to that 
aromatic effluvium which emanates from him. 

What becomes of bar-keepers when they 
grow old? Why, dear boy, they travel around 
with temperance lecturers as “terrible exam- 
ples.” 








THE AVERAGE school-boy will no doubt thank 
us for calling his attention to the fact that a 
concern in this city is manufacturing and sell- 


ing metallic shingles, which they advertise at 


greatly reduced prices, and in new and im- 





A STERN NEcEssity.—The Rudder. 





FREE LUNCH. 





THE KNosBIEST THING OuT—A Shillelah. 


‘THE SNAKE has had a good long vogue in de- 
lirium tremens; but the fashion in that specialty 
has at last been obliged to bow to the march 
of Time. Consequently, after the 1st of April, 
the snake will be succeeded by the crazy-quilt 
in this popular affliction. And the sufferer will 
imagine that, instead of wearing snakes in his 
boots, he is attired in an ulster formed out of a 
crazy-quilt. 





No, ELFRIDA, we are not much good at conun- 
drums, and we wish you would not send us any 
more, You want to know if we can tell the 
difference between a kite and a fighting-dog ? 
Of course we can, and we will tell you, on 
condition that you will never again bother us. 
The difference between a kite and a fighting- 
dog is that although both go on a string, the 
fighting-dog has four legs and no tail, while the 
kite has a tail and no legs, The kite wags its 
tail, while—but, go to, Elfrida, go to, get thee 
to a hennery; we have had enough of this un- 
seemly business already. 





WE LEARN from one of our exchanges that 
over one thousand book-agents are wanted to 
canvass for a work called “ Plain Home-Talk.” 
We don’t see how a level-headed agent can 
undertake to sell such a book as this, because 
every one is pretty well acquainted with plain 
home-talk. Here are a few samples: Where 
are you going this summer? I want a new silk 
dress to match my Easter bonnet. Been at the 
lodge, eh ?—ain’t that story rather old? ‘There, 
we’ve got to get a new carpet for the parlor! 
I told you to sew this button on three weeks 
ago. You can’t have dauf a la mode on wash- 
day. The coal is out. Whose hair.is that on 
your sleeve? Don’t forget to bring home a 
pound of French candy. The butcher won’t 
wait another day. ‘Do you think I find my 
money on the street? Are you going to take 
me to hear Patti? I wish I had a diamond 
necklace like Smith’s wife’s. ‘Tommy’s shoes 
are worn out. Mother has invited us to spend 
the summer with her. If we don’t pay the next 
installment on that furniture, it will be seized 
on the first of the month. The above is plain 
home-talk that every man knows; and we think 
the agent who tries to sell a copy of it will have 
a pretty lively time. 
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MORE CLEANSING. 





Sheriff Davidson is an unfortunate man. It is not a 
pleasant thing for any one to be indicted, much less a 
person holding the high, dignified and somewhat profit- 
able position of Sheriff of the City and County of New 
York. Still we can’t help feeling glad that a grand jury 
has at last had the boldness to grapple with the office 
and the gentlemen connected therewith, because the of- 
fice is certain to come out triumphant. 

From time to time there have been rumors that slight 
overcharges were made by deputy-sheriffs and others. Of 
course we never believed that there was any foundation 
for the rumors. On the contrary, we have always labored 
under the impression that the Sheriff, his clerks and his 
deputies rather undercharged than overcharged for their 
services. 

We think, indeed, that there have been instances 
where judgements to the amount of tens of thousands of 





dollars have been collected through the Sheriff, and that | 


he has positively refused to take a solitary cent for his 
trouble. 
«* No, my friends,” he or his deputy would say: * my 


money that you might not have got otherwise, and I am 


Ten thousand dollars a year! Not enough to enjoy a 
summer at Newport or to eat his fill of early strawber- 
ries. Ten thousand dollars a year! It must have been a 
merry jest on the part of the man who made such a pro- 
position. 

The salary ought to be iargely increased - a million 
dollars a year would not be out of the way. In any case, 
the Health Officer is worthy of his hire, and there must be 
no cheap business in keeping New York healthy, not if 


it takes all the Republican politicians in the State to 


do it. 








¢ - 
Auswers for the Aurions. 
H. S. ToMer. 
L. H. TUPPER. Thanks. 
GAMALIEL.— Pretty poem, and hardy, too. We re- 
member rejecting it last spring. 
M. MAyver.—We have bought a gilt file to hang your 





' note on: 


New York Thursday March 27th 1884. 


| Gentlemen :— 
feelings are my reward. I have helped you to recover | 


happy. I will take, however, just ten cents, that you may | 


understand I do not work for nothing.” 

It is a little thing like this that endears the Sheriff's of- 
fice to the people, and that makes them feel sad when 
they hear that the head of the institution has got into 
trouble. 


pass unscathed through the ordeal. We don’t believe 
that he charged too much for removing prisoners, or for 
the board of the inmates of Ludlow Street Jail. Neither 
do we believe that any of his predecessors ever took that 
which did not belong to them. 

All the same, if it should turn out that Sheriff David- 
son has been the victim of circumstances, and he has 
gone a little beyond the strict letter of the law, we hope 
he may be treated to an enforced and not brief sojourn 
on Blackwell’s Island, or some such place of resort; not 
that it would be just to send him there, but because the 
example might be beneficial to future aspirants for the 

ost. 
‘ There is another office in which we take a deep—a 
too deep interest. We mean the Health Officer of the Port 
of New York. We have never thought, taking his very 
onerous duties into consideration, that he was sufficiently 
well paid. The amount, including fees, we learn, is 
something like a hundred thousand dollars a year. 

Now, this is no kind of an income for a Health Officer. 
It is wonderful how he has managed to exist on it so 
long. Only by the strictest economy would it be pos- 
sible for him to make both ends meet, And yet some 
miscreant has made the painful suggestion that the regu- 
lar salary be but ten thousand dollars a year. 


I will gather courage and write you a few lines about 
a scetch of mine concerning the next Preidection elec- 
tion. Let it Be understood that I’m no slouch the scetch 
which I am offering as follows—. 

A Barber shop. Uncle Sam the barber President Ar- 
thur just got shaved and is of the chair and Uncle Sam 
says ‘* Next” Logan, Lincoln, Blaine, Butler, Holman 


| and those that want to get the Presidential chair, run for 
We feel certain that our noble and honored Sheriff will | 


the vacant barber chair and Uncle Sam is surprised. 
I have several others that are good hoping this will 
pay your earliest attention I will remain 
Yours Respectfully 
M. MAYER. 


Your laurel crown is being constructed, Mr. Mayer, 
by the Smithville Brass-Founding Co. Send us the meas- 
ure of your head. We want to have this job done up 
in style. There is a cake goes with the laurel crown, 
and it is all for you. You deserve it. That idea of yours 
is grand. It was grand when we used it nearly four 
years ago, in the golden September weather, when we 
issued No. 186 of Puck, with the cartoon entitled «* The 
National Barber-Shop,” and it is grand still, with the 


| snowfalls of four years upon its head. Laurel crown and 





cake await your orders. 








Mr. GEORGE BLIss wrote to ex-Postmaster-General 
James, in August, 1881, and used the phrase ‘in this 
connection.” We hate a pun; but in this case ignorance 
is certainly bliss. 





Otp Lapy aT REcEPTION.—‘‘ If people would all 
come an hour later there would not be such a crowd.” 








SWEETS TO THE SWEET. 


ScENE—THE CAPITAL. AN EpITOR’s SANCTUM. 
Enter SENATOR. 


EpIroR—Most potent, grave and reverend Senator! 
Now is the winter of thy discontent, 
Made glorious summer by the sunny boom 
Which in my paper of but yesterday 
I started, with a view to whoop thee up. 


SENATOR—Nay, tempt me not! My country would I serve 
As did the Roman Senators of old, 
With blind, devoted and unflagging zeal, 
Content to do the duty that devolves 
Upon me. 
Ep.— So? I like thy modesty! 
No fitter mantle might a candidate 
Throw o’er his boldness to conceal his cheek, 
Sen.—Thou wrongest me, O slinger of the ink 
Which not alone men’s vices doth assail, 
But vaunts their virtues with such virile vim 
That they who run may read, and, reading, cry, 
‘© Tis taffy!” 
Be it so, my friend; what then? 
The quality of taffy is not strained— 
It droppeth as the silver dimes that fall 
Into a beggar’s hat. It is twice blessed— 
It boometh him that gives, and him that takes; 
’Tis bangest of the bang-up; it becomes 
The editor much better than his pen. 
His pen may show the power that he wields, 
The attribute to might and majesty, 
Wherein doth dwell the dread of public men; 
But taffy is above this sceptre-steel— 
It is a morsel sweet to candidates, 
And even frenzied foes are changed to friends, 
When taffy seasons merit. Senator, 
Though modesty ’s thy plea, consider this— 
That, as the world now wags, there is not one 
Who ’d win an office by it. What you want 
Is taffy. Not in doses like those pills 
Which, sugar-coated, tantalize the throat, 
But taffy by the ton. Z%a¢ fastens firm 
Upon the public like old Jay Gould’s grip. 


EpD.— 


Sen.—O Editor, thou hast a wheedling tongue! 
Thy arguments seem specious, yet methinks 
There ’s merit in them. I will hie me home 
And see thee later. Meanwhile, boost the boom. 
[Zxit. 
Ep.—Work on, 
My medicine, work! Thus crafty chaps are 
; caught, 
And many modest fellows even thus, 
All guileless, must succumb. Taffy ’s the thing 
Whereby we catch shy birds and make them sing! 


T. B, CHRYSTAL. 








A FEW VARIETIES OF APRIL FOOLS. 


THE COWARDLY FOOL. 








THE POLITICAL FOOL. 














A Goop MANY FooLs. 
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} ATIC TRIBES CLAMOR FOR SAMMY TO STRIKE HIS ROCKS. 
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No. VIII. 
AN URBAN ANTIDOTE TO IK MARVEL AND 
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER. 





The Dude Boarder furtively felt his muscle as he sat, Saturday | 
evening, in the circle around the register. The spring, whose zephyr | 
is not much mere chilly than the breath of that fast-failing register of | 
This may | 


ours, has, I have observed, a decided influence on Dudes. 
seem a little surprising, but careful study has convinced me that it is a | 
fact. Under the sweet vernal influences, the passion of love—or at | 
least a vague rudimentary prototype of the passion—stirs in his breast; 
and there is also to be discerned a certain defiant and combative light- 
ness, as of the male sparrow when he preens his wing in May, and struts 
around to do battle with other cock-sparrows and win the hen-sparrow 
of his choice. 

I could see the Dude Boarder casting sidelong glances at the Land- 
lady’s Daughter—she is really very pretty, this spring, the Landlady’s 
Daughter—while he felt the whip-cord under his pipe-stem coat-sleeve. 
I pretended not to see him; and it was he who first broke the silence. 

‘THE Dupe Boarper.—I'd like to get into the Union Club. 

THE BoarDER WuHomM WE Catt Gaiters. [Gruffy and contemplu- 
ously.\—Why ? 

THE Dupe BoaRDER.—Because there’s ove man there I can lick. 

THE RecistTER.—I think I understand whom you mean. 

THE BoaRDER WHoMm WE Ca.Li GAITERS.—Well, it would be a 
pretty even match, 





THE REGISTER.—NO, it wouldn’t. 
Dude Boarder. 
THE LANDLADY’s DAUGHTER. 


I should put my money on the 


[ Softh].—Well, ’'m 


THE REGISTER.—We wonder, sometimes, that these so-called fash- 
ionable clubs can exist with such an amount of internal rottenness. We 
wonder that they can produce the rottenness, We read of the squab- 
bles of the members among themselves; of drunkenness, dissipation in 
every form; of vulgarity, snobbery and vice; of dangerously high play 
at cards—sometimes, indeed, of suggestions of foul play. And we plain, 
club-less mortals sit back and wonder. We wonder how any men 
above the grade of corner-loafers can be guilty of such things, or can 
associate with those who are guilty of such things. But is not all this 
the perfectly natural and quite-to-be-expected outcome of the lives 
these men lead—the lives of utter, vacuous idleness? ‘The dog without 
a master is a pariah, an outcast, a low and vagabond thief, hungry and 
mischievous, And suppose you take the dog without a master and feed 
him well, and let him loose. Then, in his strength and vigorous appe- 
tite, he will be a brigand, instead of a sneak-thief. So it is with the 
man without an object in life—without a mastering aim or ambition. 
When he is poor and hungry we call him a tramp, and he slouches his 
way through the world until he is frozen to death in a field, or jumps 
off the end of a dock in the delirious agonies that follow a spree. But 
give him money; feed him well, clothe him in purple and fine linen, 
and he becomes a social pest. Man must have something to live for. 
If he supplies the place of a pure and wise ambition with lower tastes 
and desires, he and those about him will suffer. The idle young man 
who lives for nothing but to feed his various appetites is bound to get 
down, sooner or later, to the moral level of the ownerless dog, and we 
must not wonder if he exhibits the characteristics of the animal. ‘There 
is only one sadder sight to me than an idle and aimless young man— 
and that is that same man when he is no longer young, and when the 
leaven of idleness and selfishness has worked in him, and brought out 
all the ugly bestiality that might have been trained, by hard work for a 
good end, into the brute’s capacity for usefulness. We have abolished 
compulsory labor in our prisons, I think it is time we established it in 
our clubs. 

There was silence around the register. 
listeners. 


Sleep had come upon the 








A CAUDLE APPENDAGE—A Lectureful Wife. 





BETWEEN THE oratorios of Heaven the American will pull a news- 
paper out of his pocket. 





In HARLEM are some Queen Anne cottages. 
mired by the adjacent King William goats, 


They are much ad- 





Must GREEK Go?—A gentleman who studied Greek for the pur- 
pose of keeping his private journal in that language, married a Vassar 
girl. He is now learning the Algonquin dialect. 





Until the rise of dawn 

Doth through the shutters peep, 
And it’s high time to arise— 

And then he ’I] fall asleep. 


AT MIDNIGHT, when a man 
A solid sleep would take, 

The chances are ten to one 
That he will lie awake 





So should I. 
The Dude Boarder looked pleased and proud, and his 
chest expanded until it put his collar in danger. 

THE BoaRDER WHomM WE CALL GAITERS. — Well, 
you’d lose your money. 

‘THE REGIsTER.—No, I shouldn’t. And I will tell you 
why. The Dude Boarder works for his living, and that is 
where he has an advantage over most of the members of 
the Union Club—at least, most of those members of whom 
we hear and read all the time. 

The Dude Boarder did not look so proud and pleased. 
Neither did the Landlady’s Daughter. But the Landlady 
pricked up her ears. 

THE REGISTER. 
living, of course, interferes with his Dudeness, 
Dude must be idle. 

The Dude Boarder was clearly depressed, and a faint 
remonstrant red stole into his sallow cheeks. 

THE REGISTER. [Continuing.|\—Therefore he is not a 
true Dude. But he isa Man. That is why I should bet 
on him against the typical member of the Union Club. 

THE BOARDER WHoM WE CALt GaITERS.—Why, some 
of those fellows are as big as the side of a house; and 
they’re all ’way up in sparring. 

Tue ReEGIsTER.—Neither Size nor Science ever gave 
aman Heart. I mean what the pugilists call heart. And 
that is where our young friend is better off than the club 
man 


sure! 





[Continuing.|\—His working for his 
The true 





The Landlady’s Daughter looked pleased. The Reg- 
ister crossed his legs and settled himself for a sermon. 
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ANCIENT ETHIOP.—‘* Now, Boss, WHAT I 
AN’ COMPLECTION ONE COLOR.” 


HIS IDEA. 
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WANT IS DIS YERE—TO HAB Mi HAIR 
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WHY HE BATHED. 


“TI understand you take a Turkish bath sev- 
eral times a week now?” remarked a slender 
man to a friend on the cars the other morning. 

“Yes,” replied the man addressed: “I take 
about three a week.” 

“ Are you sick ?” 

“a” 

“Then why do you take them so often?” 

‘“‘ Because a dress-suit costs seventy-five dol- 
lars.”” 





“ Do you mean to tell me,” persisted the slen- 
der young man: “that you take Turkish baths 
because a dress-suit costs seventy-five dollars ?” 

“T do, indeed.” 

“It seems very strange to me,” said the other, 
as he knocked the ashes off his cigarette: “that | 
you should be prompted to form such a prac- | 
tice on account of the price of any particular 
kind of wearing apparel. I can’t see, for my | 
part, wherein the dress-suit is at all relevant to 
a Turkish bath, You know that a fur-lined 
Overcoat is worth several hundred dollars, do 
you not ?” 

“T do.” 

“On that account do you drink shandy-gaff | 
instead of claret at dinner?” | 

““No, sir.” 

“Does the high price of the fur-lined over- 
coat cause you to spend three nights of the | 
week on the roof trying to discover comets ?”’ | 

“‘ No, sir.” 

“Then how do you get over the high price 
of the fur-lined overcoat ?” 

“I don’t get over it at all.” 

“What do you do?” 

“I go without it.” 

After the man who opened the conversation 
had leaned on his hand for a little while, watch- 
ing the woods and fields the train was flying 
through, the strange and peculiar argument of 
his friend puzzled him so that he determined 
to try once more to fathom it. So he turned 
and said: 

“ Shandy-gaff and comet-discovering are not 
more irrelevant to a fur-lined overcoat than a 
dress-suit is to a ‘Turkish bath.” 

“Who told you so?” inquired the Turkish 
bather. 

““ Nobody.” 

“Where did you read or hear it ?” 

“« Nowhere.” 

«Then are you sure that it is a fact ?” 

“No,” 

“Then why did you make'the statement ?”’ 

The interrogator was rather nonplussed at 
this; but, like a true soldier, returned to the 
attack, determined to get at the bottom of the 
argument if possible. So he said: 

“Do you go without a fur-lined overcoat on 
account of its price ?” 

“Ta 

“ Tsee,”’ said the interrogator, brightening up: 
“then it is all economy ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then why don’t you go without a dress- 
suit for economy ?” 

‘“‘ Because it is economy to have one.” 

“How so?” inquired the other, more mysti- 
fied than ever. 

“‘ Why, because when you have a dress-suit | 
you are not obliged to have anything else but 
a cheap business-suit. You can be married in 
it or buried in it. You can go to parties, re- 
ceptions and the opera in it; and you can don 
it to call on a young lady. And when you 
are not using it, some tailor will take pleasure 
in renting it out for you on commission.” 

“*« Now how much does a Turkish bath cost?” 

“A dollar.” 

‘< How many do you take in a week ?”” 

“< Three.” 

‘Does the rental on your dress-suit pay for 
your baths ?” 

















“I don’t rent my dress-suit.”” 

“Then what does the Turkish bath do for 
you ?”” 

“It reduces my weight.” 

“ How much ?” 

“ About three pounds every time.” 

“Then you lose about ten pounds a week ?” 

“ About that.” 

“ How much did you weigh before you com- 
menced taking them ?” 

“ One hundred and sixty pounds.” 

“‘ How long have you been taking them?” 

Just one year.” 

“This seems stranger and more mysterious 
than ever. You have been losing ten pounds a 
week for a year; then you have lost just five 
hundred and twenty pounds since you com- 
menced taking Turkish baths. You weighed 
one hundred and sixty when you began, and 
after you lost all your weight, you still kept on | 
until you weighed three hundred and sixty | 


| pounds less than nothing. After you took your 


fifty-first bath, and were reduced to seven 
pounds, you must have felt sort of queer. And 
yet you weigh at least one hundred and fifty | 


now.” ; | 


“I da” 

“ When did you do your gaining ?” 

** Between baths.” 

“If you had no dress-suit, would you take 
these baths ?” 

“ No.” 

“Then you take them because you have a 


| dress-suit ?”? 


“To 

“* But why do you take them ?” 

“To get the suit on.”’ 

“Couldn’t you get it on without taking a 
Turkish bath ?” 

6“ No.” 

“Why not ?” 

“ Because my brother weighs twenty pounds | 
less than I do.” 





““T see,” 

«And we own one dress-suit between us,”’ 

‘What has that to do with it ?” 

“This is what it has to do with it: That suit 
fits him; but it is too tight for me, and I am 


| obliged to go into training every time I am in- 


vited out and reduce myself to get into it.” 

“How do you do when you are both invited 
out to the same party ?” 

“ One of us sends regrets, and that one states 
he has another engagement.” 

This satisfied the questioner that the light 
man had the better of it, because the other paid 
one hundred and fifty-six dollars a year to own 
a half interest in a dress-suit. He also thought 
it would be a sounder financial scheme to have 
the suit fit the heavier man, and let the light- 
weight stuff himself to fit the suit. But he 
asked no more questions. 

R. K. MuNKITTRICK, 








LEGAL BLanKs—About Nine-tenths of the 
Young Lawyers. 


WHEN THE first salubrious airs of spring float 


' across the land, the dude makes up his so-called 


mind to walk down to his place of business 
every morning, and return in the same way at 
night, to brace up his health and harden his 
muscles. After he returns the first day, he tells 
every one what an appetite he has, and what a 
fine thing it is to take such a walk. On the 
following day he starts out as bravely as ever, 
but after he has walked two blocks, he per- 


| suades himself that there may be letters of im- 
| portance awaiting him at the office, and he 


suddenly becomes so worried about them that 
he turns down the first street, and takes the 
Elevated road as usual. After that he starts 
out on foot every morning, and gets on the 
car after he has got out of sight of the house, 


| health or no health. 








THE MONOPOLISTIC MISER. 
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HE WANTS TO KEEP THE MONEY WHERE IT WILL DO A/M THE MOST GOOD. 
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PUCK. 





HER PHOTOGRAPH. 


He came suddenly upon it inclosed in an 
envelope which had experienced the wear and 
tear and soil that accrue to a pocket-use of 
many months’ duration. He had almost for- 
gotten the existence of this sun-picture until 
this time, when, in idly fumbling over some old 
papers, he separated it from its dusty colleagues, 
recognized it, and in the recognition felt an 
old-time pain creep into his heart, driving out 
its existent serenity and peace. 

O Memory, how small the incentive, how 
inconsequent the motive which stirs thee to 
action and prompts thee to tear the bandages 
of Time from the old heart-stabs that once 
were so sore—so pregnant with anguish! 

Slowly he drew it from its covering. ‘This 
was she. ‘The same round, soft face, offset by 
a sunny tangle, such as a fierce wind brings to 
a loosened sheaf of wheat; the same perfect 
chin losing its shape gracefully to the yield of 
softness in the tender palm which bore it up; 





the same—but what words could adequately | 
tell all the charms of her features, what artist | 


picture the charm of her presence ? The touches 
of her hands, the ineffable sweetness of her 
voice, the languishing look of her eyes—these 
the brightest sun that ever burned from blue 
depth could never fix on paper! 

Holding the photograph in his listless hand, 
he looked soberly into the pellucid eyes and 
thought how he had loved her—how in the 
happy months when he was playing his innings 
he would have pawned his very life for her. 
And oh, it seemed hard to think that but for 
the sole wretched circumstance of her possess- 
ing a little brother, he might not, to-day, be 
cynical, solitary and single. 

How poignant the thought! Bitterly, bitterly 
he cursed the fate that had given her that 
active, ever-present, incorrigible little brother! 





And as he brushed back the pendent cobwebs | 


that years had woven and hung about the spare- 
room of his memory, incident and episode came 


welling upward, as, to the surface of some | 
quiet stream, quick, successive, mysterious bub- | 


bles rise and dissolve into nothingness. 

How heartless the treatment he had received, 
and how dextrous in the use of prepared muci- 
lage was her scheming, plot-fertile little brother! 
There was the night when he—her lover—es- 
sayed to rescue from the peril of the rocker 
her ivory fan, only to find himself grown se- 
curely to his chair. It wasn’t that the chair 
had to be removed with a hand-saw, nor that 
he was obliged to walk home sidewise like a 
crab, nor that during that awful journey he met 
every blessed body whom he had ever known 
—none of these galled him. She had laughed 
at his poor plight—laughed until her merri- 
ment had resembled the jingle of a set of milk- 
pans in an earthquake. He wondered how his 
passion found courage to live on under the 
weight of her ready-made laugh at his expense. 
At least, she had not the privilege of getting 
her little cornet solo on him on ail the occa- 
sions when there were grounds therefor. She 
never knew how lavishly her little brother had 
coated the sweat-band of her lover’s new derby. 
She did not see the hat removed in pieces the 
size of a half-dime. ‘That was one consolation. 

Restlessly he turned the picture in his hand, 


thought of the night he went to serenade her. 
June—it was the rose-month—and as fair a 
night as lovers ever blessed. His guitar—really, 
it seemed to him that the instrument was as 
deeply in love as its thrummer. The song he 
essayed was the beautiful old German melody: 
“How Can I Leave Thee?” and it seemed that 
his very soul floated out between the lips which 
made audible the tender notes and words of the 
first sad stanza. But the song was never finished. 
“The Mystery of Edwin Drood” was still a 








| her dress, 


| now? 
and, as he gazed moodily at the fair face, he | 
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«¢ Nein, Herr Silbermann, I don’t buy dot ring oft 
you for no hundert dollar, un’ I don’ do no pizness 
mit you votever, don’t it?” 





*¢ Vy I didn’t buy dot ring off Silbermann, eh? 
Vell, Silbermann vas goin’ to marry my vife, vunce; 
un’ he didn’t. Ven a man vas shmarter as I, I don’ 
do no pizness mit him, ain’t it?” 

—Adapted from the German. 








mystery: the question of the method of proce- 
dure in the matter of leaving her he did not 
solve. But he left her—yes, and he left the 
majority of a thirty-dollar Prince Albert coat. 
Her little brother had untethered the dog, and 
she —blast her!—she enjoyed the explosion from 
behind the shutter. 

Unfinished still. So were the last chapters 
of his own romance—Ais book of Love. He 
never, never thought he could be so eloquent 
until that night he told her he loved her. Lowly 
she bent her beautiful head, nervously her hand 
plucked at one loosened thread in the fabric of 
She was growing tender—she—she 
would give utterance to that happy “ Yes” which 
determines the lives of most men. He would 
dare to take her hand into his own, while he 
told her his shame at his poverty in worldly 
possessions, and his heart’s fond hope that with 
Her he should soon win his way to fame and 
affluence. It was then—his hands clinched 
fiercely over the photograph, as he remembered 
the scene—it was then that her cursed little 
brother crawled from his hiding-place beneath 


| the couch, and, with a smile paralyzed on his 


freckled features, caroled: 

“Say, Mister, I guess yer pocket-book mus’ 
be as lean as yer be yerself!”” 

It was too much—it was a settler! Grim and 
dark was the face that stared down at the pa- 
thetically still and pacific one on the card, as 
he gloated over the agility he exercised in jump- 
ing for the boy. The joy—the supreme bliss 
of etherealizing her little brother with the toe 
of anumber nine gaiter! Everything, the recom- 
pense of her adoration, the balm of her presence, 
the hope of her possession—all were swallowed 
up in the fierce revenge of raising that boy for a 
husk-mat! And after all was done—after they 
had taken her limp little brother up on a fire- 
shovel and put him into bed —after they had 
taken him, her lover, up on a warrant and put 
him into—jail, a calm had come to him, and 
he felt the deep peace of a tramp who hooks 
on to a slice of good pie. 

Since that night he had not seen her. A 
wanderer from Here to There, from Hence to 
Thence, Life had shown him little but sorrow, 
restlessness, dissatisfaction. Where was she 
He did not know. Happy, he hoped— 
content, at least. Still the same girl, he sup- 
posed; still the firm approver of her fiendish 
little brother; still as bright as a tin spangle on 
the costume of a soubrette; still as useless as a 
canceled postage-stamp. 

He put back the photograph, and for a long 
time leaned his aching head on his hand. Then 
he got up, yawned, stretched his arms as if to 
throw off the lingering pallor of reminiscence, 
and drawing a tin box from his pocket, he took 
from it a mammoth chew of tobacco. 

EDWarRD WICK. 





“LENT av St. JOHN’s”’ is the title of a local 
item in an exchange. We didn’t have time to 
read the paragraph, but if it was an umbrella 
or a dollar, the chances are that somebody at 
St. John’s has it yet. (This one was found em- 
balmed in a note-book in the breast-pocket of 
an ancient Egyptian reporter; it is dated in 
the first year of the building of the second pyr- 
amid, and is marked “ onceayeartop2zndclmn- 
asreadgmatterleadtf.” It is highly valued for 
its genuine aroma of antiquity. Electrotype 
plates supplied to the trade; liberal discount 
for co-operative newspapers.)—Hawkeve, 

THE Tribune, published’ at Lasker, Dakota 
(formerly Bismarck), tells of the meanest man 
in the world. The mean man was playing 
seven-up with a young lady, and he told her 
whenever she held the jack of trumps, it was a 
sure sign her lover was thinking of her. Then 
he watched her, and whenever she blushed and 
looked pleased, he would lead a high card and 
catch her jack. A man that would do that 
would steal sheep.—ick’s Sun. 


A Boston man has been granted a patent 
on a machine for cutting the coupons off bonds. 
Every newspaper office will need one, sooner 
or later. We have had our shears sharpened, 
and will be able to worry along without the 
contrivance for another year, at least.—orris- 
town Herald. 

REGISTERS in the horse-cars do not warm the 
vehicle; but they make it hot for the dishonest 
conductor.—Boston Commercial Bulletin. 





—The invigorating rest of a smoke is lost if there is any 
suspicion of impurity in the tobacco. Drugged fragrance 
is poison. Nature’s flavors are soothing and healthful. 
Every smoker has a guarantee of unadulterated quality 
when he fills a pipe with Blackwell’s Durham Long 
Cut, or rolls it into a Cigarette. 





Lundborg’s Perfume, [denia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 


CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of consump- 
tion, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat aud Lung Affec- 
tions, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility and 
all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful curative 
powers in thousands of cases, has felt ithis duty to makeit known 


to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a desire to 
relieve human sufiering, I will send, free of charge, to all who 
desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with full di- 
rections for preparing and using. Sent by mail by addressing 
with stamps, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, zg9 Power's Block, 
Rochester, N. Y. 








Blair’s Pills—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 


SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Numbers 6, 9, 10, 16, 25, 26, 38, 50, 53, 55, 56, 58, 
62, 73, 77s 79, 85, 87, 108, 109, I12, 119, 140 and 154 
of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents 
per copy. 
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ON THE PLAINS 


CHOLERA!! 
BAD WATER!! 
EXHAUSTION!! 

















HORT, SHARP and 
DECISIVE are the 
attacks of Cholera and se- 
vere Cramps, and the trouble 
requires like treatment. 

In TRAVELING, a man is 
ofttimes tied up in a bow- 
knot in a few minutes, and 
before he knows it, by Cramp. 
If he has a bottle of Brown’s 
Ginger (THE GENUINE) with 
him, he can easily be made 
as comfortable as he desires 
by taking a dose or so in 
HOT water. Remember! hot 
water should be used, if pos- 
sible, to produce prompt ef- 
fect. 

REMEMBER!! BROWN’S 
GINGER, the Genuine, is pro- 
tected by the Steel Engraved 
Label, U. S. Internal Revenue 
Stamp, and new additional 
Trade Mark in Red, White 
and Black. 


PHILADELPHIA, 
FREDERICK BROWN. 
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si iNT 


(HEARSONS | PATENT U.S. A.) 


A reservoir Penholder, carrying a — pen and sufficient ink 


DCRAPHSi 


MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM. 





Ecrus—Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke. 
THEsSEUS—Thanks, good Egeus, what ’s the news with 
thee? 
Ecrus—Full of rejoicing come I with the news 
That Puck is seven years old, and hath begun 
His fifteenth volume. And in sooth he hath 
Bewitched the hearts of all of this continent 
And interchanged laugh tokens with us all. 
He hath by moonlight at our windows sung, 
With joined voice, verses of spring and love; 
And joyous sonnets on the sportive goat, 
With playful tricks of speech, and against 
conceits. 
Jokes, jests, and verbal sweetmeats, and car- 
toons 
Of strong prevailment in fun-loving youth, 
And merry-sober sermons for the old, 
And vitriol, for correspondents’ heads— 
Oh, it was fun alive for every one ° 
Except the correspondent, 


ACT II. 
Puck—How new, spirit! Whither wander you? 
Fairy— Over hill, over dell, 
Through land, through street, 
Down the Manhattan L, 
Making time hard to beat, 
To Warren Street I hasten me, 
Numbers twenty-one and three. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits, I ’ll begorie, 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 
Puck—That is my sanctum, Fairy, you are right, 
Our king doth keep iis revels here to-night. 
. Fatry—Either I mistake your shape and trousers quite 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 
Called Robin Good-fellow; are you not he 
That keeps the country full of jollity? 
Flay politicians, roast them to a turn, 
And pay with stripes the punishment they 
earn? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet 
Puck, 
You do their w ork, and they shall have good 
luck, 
Puck— Thou speak’st aright. 
I am that merry wanderer of the night, 
I jest to weary man, and make him smile, 
When I the Assyrian pup sometimes beguile, 
Sometimes in likeness of the patient mule, 
I left above the fence the careless fool, 
And while he lifts his voice in wild appeals 
I play fantastic tricks with both my heels. 
Sometimes I make my master split his throat 
With laughing at the antics of the goat, 
The bended pin, the crooked carpet-tack, 
The garden gate, swung into hopeless wrack; 
The rhubarb-pie, the etherial oyster-soup, 
The plumber and the cat, a merry-mournful 
group— 
I work them all, and cynics who would scoff 
Are fain to smile, and hold their hips, and 
loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and sneeze, and 
swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. 
But, room, Fairy! Here comes Oberon. 


Farry—What room? 
Puck—Editorial room, 21 & 23 Warren Street. 
FAIRY—’Scat! 
(They scatter.) 
—Robert F. Burdette, in Burlington Hawkeye. 





Angostura Bitters were prepared by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert 
for his private use. ‘heir reputation is such to-day that they 
have become generally known as the best appetizing tonic. Be- 
ware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert. 


PHONOCRAPHY OR PHONETIC SHORT-HAND Catalogue of 
works by Benn Pitman, a alphabet and illustrations for beginners 
sent on ae Addres' 





sou PIANOS -;: 
Square U ell 


Received First Prize ae age  4 Exhibition, Philadel- 
phia, 187 
Received First Prize bar E ch ibiehon, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882 

The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 

among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & Co,, 
Nos. 149 to (55 East i4th Street, New York. 








StraicHtT MesH 
ot C 0 CIGARETTES 
THE FINEST. 


13 First Prize Medals. By W. S. Kimball & Co, 





MILLERS” TEMP 


MILLERS BARON | 


FRONT — 2.1N 
BACK —1 5/8 


FRONT — 2.1N 
BACK - I 5 


OUR NEW COLLARS, 
$3.00 Per Dozen; 25 Cents Each, by Mail. 


Thos. Miller & Sons., 


1151 Broadway, } {395 Sixth Ave., 


Bet. 26th & 27th Sts. Cor. Twenty-second St. 


NEW YORK. 








¢ Aoenol? 
Canal (e As - 


HOSIERY DEPARTMENT. 


Spring Importation now open in Ladies’ 
and Children’s Real Balbriggan Hose, 
solid colors and gussetted feet. Misses’ 
and Boys’ Derby Ribbed Knickerbocker 
floisery, Gentlemen’s Silk Mixtures and 
solid colored Balbriggan Half Hose. 


Droadovay AS 19th ot. 


NEW YORK 
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‘Phonographic Institute, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Cc. Pi BGUSTHER, Confectioner, 
8 Madison St., Chicago. 


Pachimann & Moelich, 


363 Canal St., N. Y., 


Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, D'amonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 

Opera Glasses, etc., etc. Satin Chromo Cards, Bez on” — on 100. Auto- 
-li er aph 2UM In giitand colors. c., or »0t ic Agents 
Price-list Free. () make money ! Full Outfitand Semples, 25 cents, | 
CLINTON & CO., North Haven, Conn, ; 


for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, changeable at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 
Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 
N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
‘but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 
MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. Address 


Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 


LONDON. PARIS. & NEW YORK. 


y Print Your Own Cards's"* 


with our $3 Printing Press, Larger sizes 
for circulars, &c., $8 to $75. For young 
or old, business or pleasure. Everything 
easy, printed directions. Send 2 stamps 
Sue-* for Catalogue of presses, Type, Cards, 
&c., = to the factory. Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn. 








CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVENUE. 
Oldest Baby Carriage Factory in the world 
Latest styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 
WS r CARRIAGES and SPRINGS, 
Po BAY): indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., 
SRB Dr. Shracy and others, as perfect in construc- 
x) Sy 
VAS tion, safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Veloci- 
e. _al Doll Carriages, Bicycles &c, Wholesale and Retail. 
Catalogues free. Openevenings. Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulk 
gu I y- 
569 THIRD AVENUE, near 37th Street, NEW YORK. 
324 FULTON ST., cor. Pierrepont, BROOKLYN, 





















Established 1838, 
Repairing a Specialty. 














50 Golden Beauties, &c. Cards with name, ro cents. Present 
with each pack. TUTTLE BROS., North Haven, Ct. 
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**See What Cuticura Does for Me!’’ 


[AFARTILE and Birth Humors, Milk Crust, Scalled Head, 

Eczomas, and every form of Itching, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofu- 
lous and Inherited Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, cured by the CuticurA Remepirs. Aédsolutely 
pure and safe. Cuticura, the great SKin Cure, 50 cts.; Cuticura 
Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and only Medicinal Baby Soap, 
25 cts., and Cuticura Resolvent, the new Blood Purifi:r, $1, are 
sold by druggists. P tter Drug and Chemical Co., Boston. 


Bap Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


EUROPE!! 


Oook’s Grand Excursions leave New York in April, 
May and June, 1884. Passage Tickets by all Atlantic 
steszmers. Special facilities for securing good berths. 
Tourist tickets for individual travelers in Europe, by all 
routes, at redced rates. 

Cook’s Excursionist, with Maps and full particulars, by 
mail 10 cents. Address 


THOS. COOK & SON, 261 Broadway, N. Y. 
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A Complete Writing Machine, with interchangeable type. Price $40, 
In Walnut Case, with handle, weighs 8 lbs. Send for Circular, 853 Broad- 
way. Mention Puck. 
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~ BICYCLES | 


AND 
ROAD 
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“If I could not get another a uae 2 I would not give 
. 0 


mine for its weight in solid gol r fifteen years I 
lost from three to eight days every month with stub- 
burn sick headache. Since I have been riding the 
bicycle I have lost only two days from that cause, and 
1 haven't spent a dollar for a doctor.” 

RFV. GEORGE F. PENTFOOST. 


HATE RIA 
Branch House, 12 Warren St, New York. 











ALL-NIGHT INHALATION! 


A Positive Revolution in the Treatment of Diseases ofthe Respiratory Organs. 
THE PILLOW-INHALER! 

This wonderful appliance 1s cur- 
ing *‘ hopeless cases ’’ of CATARRH 
and ConsumpTIVE diseases. It ap- 
.. plies Medicated and Curative Air 
to the mucous lining of the Nose, 
Throat and Lungs ALL_ NIGHT, 
whilst sleeping as usual. Perfectly 
comfortable, safe and pleasant. / 

SW zs @ radital and permanent cure 
ware Yor Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma, 

(Being CURED.) and Consumption. | 
Explanatory Circular and Book of Testimonials sent free. 


Actress THe a ee NG AD Ginadghit, Pa. 


Please mention Puck when writing. 








Ir love were what the peach is, 

And I were the small boy, 
Cramp colic—awful mentor— 
My love would not prevent, or 
Attendance of the leeches 

Restrain my song of joy— 
If love were what the peach is, 

And I were the small boy! 

— Brooklyn Hornet. 


Mrs. Macxkay’s act in burning her portrait 
painted by Meissonier rises to the height of 
heroism, and avenges the whole world of non- 
artistic people. Think of the snubs that some 
suffering man has endured, who, unmindful of 
the despotic ethics of art, inquired of the artist: 
“Ts that picture for sale?” or “ How much do 
you ask for that picture?”? Think of the hours 
of agony when some miserable mortal, who 
could only appreciate an oil.painting on the 
roof of a house, has stood absorbed, rapt, dazed, 
before a great picture by some noted foreign 
artist, and couldn't tell for his life whether it 
was a cow or a landscape! And how many 
unartistic souls have sunk into their boots at 
the fateful terms, “high art,’ and “low art,” 
and racked their brains to know what “ tones”’ 
could be got out of a silent canvas, And now 
a woman has dared to burn a Meissonier! Called 
it a daub, and declared it was only fit for kind- 
ling-fuel, and wouldn’t give it house-room! Art 
centres are thrilled with horror, and well they 
may be, at such a departure from old traditions. 
Had Mrs. Mackay been art wise and art soul- 
ful, with an inborn appreciation of the value of 
pictures painted with brains, she would have 
made another fortune by simply placing that 
picture on exhibition. And the more obscure 
and shadowy and long drawn-out, and the less 
like herself, the more people would have fallen 
down and worshiped it. As it is, however, she 
has distinguished herself, and her name will go 
down to posterity as the woman who dared not 
only to criticise art, but to burn it, when it 
failed to please her.— Detroit Free Press. 


A POET is missing, and it is believed he has 
been foully dealt with; but not too foully— 
just foully enotgh. He was last seen entering 
an editor’s office, carrying a poem entitled 
“ Hear the Rain,” beginning: “ Hear the rain, 
winter rain; hear it dripping sadly, sadly— 
Blinding rain, cruel rain, rushing, driving, mad- 
ly, madly.” ‘The editor said that any man who 
was not as deaf as a post could not help hear- 
ing it every day during the past six months, 
save the thirty or forty days it snowed, and if 
he was not blind he could see that.—WNorris- 
town Herald, 


“THE sheriff will be here to-morrow, and 
everything we have will be swept away;”’ and 
he bowed his head on his hands and groaned 
aloud. 

The patient little wife went softly to a bureau- 
drawer, and taking therefrom $80,000, which 
she had saved from her household expenses, 
placed the package quietly at his feet. 

Half an hour later the mortgage was paid off 
and the old man was around the corner playing 
seven-up for beer.—Philadelphia Cail, 


Mrs, JAMEs T. FIELDs wants to sell the cat- 
tage which her husband built at the place he 
called Manchester - by - the-sea—an affectation 
Emerson tried to knock out of him by dating 
his own letters Concord-not-far-from-the-Dé- 
pot.—Cincinnati Saturday Night. 


“Don’r get married during Lent,” says an 
exchange. No, don’t; there are plenty of other 
things to repent of.— Brooklyn Hornet. 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY CoO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 





BAUS PIANOS 


‘Low. in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. — 


arerooms: 26 W. 23rd St.. N.Y. 


THE UNITED STATES 


STANDARD . BILLIARD COMPANY, 









MANUFACTURERS OF 


ARTISTIC BILLIARD & POOL TABLES. 


Sole owners of the new and wonderful 


“TWIPERIAL CUSHION.” 
758 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


TO HOTEL AND SALOON KEEPERS. 





jit ay 


This game, known as Parlor Bagatelle, has met with wide-spread 
success. Mounted in handsome black walnut frame, size four feet 
long by one foot ten inches wide. Covered with green enamel 
cloth. One silver and one brass bell, brass pins and cups. Below 
is an extract from one of the many recommendations received: 

“*M. Repcrave. Esg.: Dear Sir—Having purchased a table of 
you for my saloon, I can cheerfully recommend it to any saloon 
Keepers we may wish to purchase, as it surpasses any other 
known game of its kind, and pays for itself in less than a week. 

A. Funck, Main Street, Fall River, Mass.”’ 

No hotel or saloon should be without one. 

Price of above size $12, C. O. D., delivered free of expressage. 
Same size, superior finish, three bells, $15. Larger size five feet 
long by two feet six inches wide, five bells, fit for the handsomest 
parlor or hotel, $30. All tables can be examined before taking up 
C. O. D., and if not found as represented nee:| not be taken. 
l1andsomely illuminated circulars, of s x sizes, sent free. Agents 
wanted. Address, M. REDGRAVE, Patentee and Manufacturer, 
568 Pavonia Avenue, Jersey City, N: J. 

Ss! 


EUTRO-PILLi&ENE, on/y hair solvent known. 
easel dissolves superfluous hair,root & branch 
in five minutes, without pain, discoloration or injury. 

ueen of the Toilet. A harmless, natural beau. 

fier. Produces a beau' white transparent 
complexion. Send two stamps toe pores 
THE UNIVERSIT AL ARATION 
WORKS, 249 South Sixth Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 








—S 


Beauty and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, ged the 


breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 


Lovely Chromo Cards, name in script 10c.; 11 pks. with 
40 elegant Band Ring $1. Agt’s book and III’d Premium List 
25c. FRANKLIN PRINTING CO., New Haven, Ct. 
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BEHNING 


PIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. lI4th ST., N. Y. 


DORCAS MAGAZINE 


KNITTING AND CROCHET. 
Published Monthly. 


SUBSCRIPTION PRICE $1.00 PER YEAR. 








Will answer questions from subscribers on the subject of Knit- 
ting, Netting, Embroidering, Crochet-work and 
Artistic Ne-dle-work. 

Also will publish Patterns and Directions. 


DORCAS MACAZINE, 


872 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY. 





N. B.—Specimen Copies sent if this Paper is mentioned. 





SPRING STYLES NOW READY. 


MANY NOVELTIES IN 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS. 


NICOLL," the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 


Samples and Self-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 


BRANCHES EVERY WHERE. 


A vanuasts CENT FREE 


E ae 5S.000 —_ pubes tnene, at once, Stow = 
n ziterary and Family Paper, y a0 

SKETCHES, and knowing that all who once read it 
vil come regular subscribers, 
we makethis greatofer. Foronly 
5 cents we will send Backlog 
Sketches ON TRIAL three months, 
and will also send free, post-paid, 
j BR valuable premiums as 
follows: —1. This elegant 18k. 
Rolled Gold Wedding 
ing, equal in appearance to a 
$10 ring. Will wear for years as 
well as a solid gold ring, and 
guaranteed to give satisfaction. 
2. Ladies’ Rolled Gold 
Pim, an elegant new pattern, with a sparkling Parisian Dia- 
mond inthe centre. A perfect beauty. 3. Ladies’ Bril- 
liant Ear Jewels, each having a small French Dia- 
mond in the centre, with a setting ot Fine Roman Gold: very 
rich and elegant. 4. Nickel Silver Sleeve But- 
tone. Will wear for years and nottarnish. Very fashiona- 
ble and unique designs. suitable for lady or gentleman, and 
sure to please. Bear in mind, we send the four premi- 
ums named above, port peid, and Backlog Sketches 
three months, for only _ cents. Backlog Sketches is now 
issued every two weeks, is filled with choicest reading matter, 
and freely illustrated. Think of it! A large 8-page, semi- 
ily, illustrated pape three months, and four valuable 
premiums, for only &6 cents! Either of the premiums is 
worth double the subscription price. For $1.00 we send Back- 
log Sketches, a year, and a beautiful ring, warranted 
Solid Gold. ey paper for amp. Agents wanted. 
Address, Publishers BACK LOG KETCH Es, 
made by weil: Rwowsy reliable publianerss 
- n, reliable publishers. 

All should subscribe at once. ” 


A PICTURE WITHOUT WORDS. 


A new edition of Puck No. 358, containing above 
cartoon, depicting 


The Growth of Romish Influence, 


is now ready. 

Copies of this number can be had of all news-dealers, 
or will be sent, upon receipt of Io cents, to any part of 
the United States or Canada, by 


THE PUBLISHERS, 
21—25 Warren Street. 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
—_ all, of either sex, to more money 

8 right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure. At once address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 
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RETIRED Book-AGENT.—“ Why, howde do, 
Jinks? How spruce you are looking. What 
business are you in now?” 

Jinks.—“ Same old business—selling books.” 

“What! Still a book-agent ?” 

“Yea.” 

“ And alive?” 

“TI seem to be.” 

“Well, I can’t understand it. Since I got 
out of the hospital I have given up books.” 

“1 keep on and am making $20,000 a year.” 

“ How do you manage to escape death ?” 

“Easy enough. I first introduce myself as 
an agent of Mr. O’Donovan Rossa and ask for 
a subscription to the dynamite fund.” 

“‘ People refuse, of course ?”” 

“Certainly. Then I take out of my pocket 
a can of brickdust, labeled in big letters ‘ Dyna- 
mite,’ and begin to expatiate on its merits.” 

“c Yes.”’ 

“They beg me to handle it carefully and 
put it away. Then I place it in my coat-tail 
pocket.” 

“Oh! ho!” 

“ After that I open my samples and talk book 
to them until they buy, and they don’t 'dare 
kick me.’”’—Philadelphia Call, 


In a church which is furnished with mullion 
and gable, 
With altar and reredos, with gargoyle and 
groin, 
The penitents’ dresses are seal-skin and sable, 
The odor of sanctity ’s eau-de-cologne. 


But only could Lucifer flying from Hades 
Gaze down on this crowd with paniers and 
paints, 
He would say, as he looked at the lords and 
the ladies: 
“Oh, where is All Sinners if this is All 
Saints’ ?” 
—Edmund Fates, in London World. 


Lorp TENNYSON, who used to run a poetry 
mill, has taken his seat in the House of Lords. 
Some thief had stolen his Mother Hubbard 
robe, and so he borrowed one of Lord Cole- 
ridge. It might not be a bad idea for some 
detective to examine the robes lately worn by 
some of the judges in this country. It may be 
that ‘Tennyson’s robe has been smuggled into 
the country, for the use bf some judge.—%ck’s 
Sun, 





Mothers and Babies Made Happy! 


Ry using STEINBACD’S New Patent 
Adjustable 


COACH, COUCH & CRADLE, 


with PAVILION TOP, Telescoping 
Handle, New and Safe Wheel-Locking 
Device, Keversible Hair Cushion, and 
other decided Improvements 
Seat Instantly Transfoimed into a 
Bed. 
Infants not Tortured when Asleep 
While > eated. 
Never Disturbed in their Slumber. 
Can be used Twelve Montbs in the 
’ Year. 
<S New and Useful: The INVALIDS’ 
‘A ADJUSTABLE CHAIR and BED, $15, 
fa $20, $25. 
For Illustrated List eddrese, a a P. STEINBACH, 
aten ‘ e, 








GRAPE MILK 


(NON-ALCOH®@LIC’) 
Unfermented Sparkling Grape Juice. 


A.WERNER & C2 
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Sarena 

An excellent appetizing tonic of — flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhoea, Fever and Ague, «nd ali 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops imparta delicious flavor 
to a giass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, .nd 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or ‘ruggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. 3. SIEGERT & SONS, 

J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE ACERT. 
51 BROADWAY. N. Y. 


SLIF Excite the appetite, 
SS moderately increase 

Day the temperature of the 

4 body and force of the 
circulation, and give 
tone and strength to 
the system. They are 
the best for Cocktails. 


WM. M. LESLIE, 


LOY 
B | TTE R 87 Water Str set, N. ¥. 
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IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS 


TO FUCE.. 





We are now prepared to supply subscribers and the trade in 
general with our handsome cases, in dark brown cloth and gilt, 
for binding Puck in regular book-form. This method enables 
subscribers to have their volumes bound in a uniform and econo- 
mical manner, which are items worthy of consideration. These 
covers are finished, with regard to taste and durability, in a neat 
substantial style. Any bookbinder will bind your volume of 
Puck in one of our covers at a nominal price, thus forming a 
highly intercsting humorous and satirical chrenicle of the times, 
and an important acquisition to any library. The cases hold one 
volume (26 numbers), which we think the most serviceable size, 
and more convenient to handle than a book containing 52 num- 
bers. Price 75 cents. By mail to any part of the U.S., $1.00. 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
PUBLISHERS Puck, 


21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 


Double Satin Enameled Chromo Cards, lates: 
50 styles, namein gold & jet, 10c., 6 pks. & an Elegant 





Solid Ring 50c. 18 pks. & Ring, $1.00, Agents’ 
of Samples 25c. GEO. W. ADAMS, West Haven, Ct. 





BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


FR AWSON'S (sino U. S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 


A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 


Theindividual wearing it will not be conscions of its presence. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed free. 


Sold by Drnggists. (Every Bandage) S. E. G RAWSON, Patentee, 
Sent by mail sately. Guaranteed. Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 
PENS 











STEEL 


SotoBrALLl DEALERS THRovUGHour ne WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878,. 








I have a positive 
ee ‘or the 
above disease; by 

& its use th d 
ee 


it 
of cases of the worst kind and of long standing have been cured. Indeed, 
8o strong is my faith in its efficacy, thatI willsend TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
together witha VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. 
Give Express and P. O. address DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N. ¥- 





} GIAN PRINTING PRESS, $1; outfit $1; 
Self-Inker, $2.50, with a'script type 

outfit $4. Sample cards and catalogue, 6 cts. 
W. C. EVANS, 50 N. Ninth St., Philada., Pa. 


MZDUEBERT TASS 
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RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


TAPE WORM. 


TINFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with st mp to 


H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s I’lace, New York. 
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Analysis 4 " 
Coffee “| Analysis 
i} Flour 


Chiceory.. 250 


fi +074 Chalk.---4 
Coffee --.003 HI Flour Nf 


100 


He Couldn’t Make Gold Out of 
Anything. 


He Can Make Gold Gut 
Everything. 


AND THE ALCHEMIST OF THE PRESENT 











